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The Tragedy 

Laid open a!! your vi&oriei in Scotland: 

Your difciplinc i n warre, wifedome in peace: 

Your bounty, vertuc,fairc humility: 

Indecdelcfc nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntoucht,orfieight!y handled in difcourfe: 

And when miiiv? oratory grew Co an ende. 

I bid them that did loue their countries good* 

Crie, God faue Richard, Englands royal! Kin",' 
do. A and did they fo? ^ ° 

fine . Nolo God hclpc me, ' 

But like durnbe- (Ltues or breathing flone*, 

Gazdc each on other and iookt deadly pale: 

Which when I fa w, I reprehended them. 

And askt the Maior, what meant this wilful! filencci 
His anfwere was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

T hen he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

T hus, laithjthe Duke, thus hath the fouke inferd: 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himlelfc: 

When he had donf.fome followers ofmine owne 
At the lower end of the Hall , hurld vp their caps. 

And feme ten voices cried, God.faue King Richard. 
Thankcs louing Cittizens and friends quoth I , 

This general 1 applaufc and louing fhoute, 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue toRicharcf: 

And fo brake ofFand came away, 

c(o. W hat tonglelTc b'oekes were they, would they not 
Buc. No by my troth my Lo: < . (fpeakc? 

Glo. Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come- 
do. T he Maior is here at hand, and intend fomc fcarf; 
Benot fpoken withalh but with mighty luite: 1 

And looke you get a praier bookc in your hand. 

And Hand betwixt two churchmen good my Lo: 

For on that ground Ite budd a holy defcant: 

Be not eafily vvenne to our requefh 
Play the maides part, fay no, but take it. 

do. Feare hot me, if rliou can ft pleadcafweli for them, 
A* 1 canfay nay to tfcee, for my fclfo ' d ! 

N* 




' of Richard the third . 

No doubt weclc bring it to a happie iflue. 

Back, You fhal fee what 1 can do, get you vp to the leads.JLv/r. 
Novy my L. Maior, I dance attendance heare, 

] thinke the Duke will not be fpoke wichall. Enter Catesby, 

Here corns his feruant: how now Catesby what fates he, 

Catef. My Lord, he doth intreat your grace 
j Tovifit him to morrow or next daie. 

He is within with two right reuerend fathers, 

Diuinelybentto meditation. 

And in no worlcijy luite would he be mou’d. 

To draw him from his holy excrcifc. 

Buck. Rcturne good Cutes by to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my felfe,the Maior and Cittize ns, 

Indeepedefignesand matters ofgreatmoment, • 

No lefle importing then our generall good. 

Are come to haue lbme conference with his grace. 

Catef. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Buell Aha my Lord this prince is not an Edward.- 
He is not lulling on a lewd day bed, 

But on his knees atmeditation: 

Notdalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuincs.* 

Not deeping to ingrofle his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Takeon himlelfc thefoucrainty thereon, . 

But fure I feare we fhail neuer winne him to it. 

Maior, Marry God forbid his grace fhould lay vs nay. 

Sl, c^ I feare he wil,how now Catesby, Enter Catef 

What laics your Lord? 

Ca'tf My Lo.he wonders to what end, youhaue afiembled 
Such troupes ofCittizens to Ipcake withhim, 

His grace not being warnd thereofbefore, 

Lord, he feares you meane no good to him. * 

ttnek. Sortie I am my noble Cofen foould 
ufpetSme thatlmeanc no good tohim. 

% neauen I come in perfect loue to him, 
n « foonce morereturue and tell his grace: Exit Catesby, 
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